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her ? ' and at once recoiled.   As if she would want!    But,
as though she divined his thought, she turned her head, and
her eyes looked into his.    He said ;
" Pm in charge of you ! "
Her answer was a little sigh, and she got up. They
stood, stretching, gazing into the whitened mysterious
wood.
" Look, Anne ! It is the mound. There's the path down
to the hollow where we had the picnic. Now we can find
the way all right."
" Yes "—a sound he could not interpret. But they went
towards the horses, untethered them, and mounted.
Between them, they would remember the way now ; and
they set forth. They rode side by side.
Jon said :  " Well, that'll be something to remember."
" Yes, I shall always remember it."
They said no more, except to consult about the way, but
this was soon clear, and they cantered. They came out
on the polo ground close to the hotel.
" You go in and relieve your brother's mind. PU take
the horses round, and then come on."
When he entered the hotel lounge Francis Wilmot, still
in riding clothes, was alone. His expression was peculiar,
not exactly hostile, but certainly not friendly.
" Anne's gone up," he said. " I reckon you haven't
much bump of locality. You surely had me scared."
" Pm awfully sorry," said Jon humbly, " I forgot the
horses were new to the country."
" Well!" said Francis Wilmot, and shrugged his shoulders.
Jon looked at the young man steadily.
" You don't think that I got bushed on purpose ? Be-
cause you look as if you do."
Again Francis Wilmot shrugged his shoulders.
" Forgive me," said Jon, " but aren't you forgetting that

